SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER IL—Giles Dudley arrives in
Ban Francisco to join his friend and dis-
tant relative Henry Wilton, whom he
was to assist in an important and wmys-
terious task, and who accompanied Dud-
ley on the ferry boat trip into the city.
The remarkable resemblance of the two
men is noted and commented on by pas-

ers on the ferry. They see a man
with, snake eyes,. which sends a thrill
through Dudley. Wilton postpones an ex-
anation of the sirange errand Dudley
to perform, but occurrences cause him
to know it is one of no ordinary mean-
Ing. Wilton leaves Giles in their room,
with instruction to await his return and
shoot any one who tries to enter.

CHAPTER II.—OQOutside there is héard
shouts and curses and the noise of a
quarrel. Henry rushes in and at his re-
&est the roommates quickly exchange

thes, and he hurries o again. Hard-

l ness.

1y has he gone than Giles is startled by a |

ery of
some one being assaulted by a half dozen

“Help,” and he runs out to find | ly; and then I described the leading |

men. He summons a policeman but they |
are unable to find any trace of a crime. |

CHAPTER 1I1.—Giles returns to his
room and hunts for some evidence that
might explain his strange mission. He

ds a map which he endeavors to de- !

cipher. He goes to sleep and is awakened
the presence of some one in his room.

.
ey grapple and the person demands to |

Enow ‘‘where is the boy?”
come to the rescue and bind and gag the
Intruder. Dudley is mistaken for Henry

Four figures |

Wilton, and receives a note regarding |

money to be paid him.

CHAPTER IV.—Dudley is summoned to |

morgue and there
Body of his friend, Henry Wilton,
had been killed during the fight outside
the building of the night before. He gives
the name of James Dudley to the corpse,

finds the dead |
who |

wnat snoula | answer? <Could 1|
tell her the truth? ]
“Who are you?’ she repeated lm-!
patiently, gazing on me. “You are
not Wilton. Tell me. Who are you?” |
The face, hard as it was, seamed
with the record of a rough and evil
life, as it appeared, had yet a kindly
look as it was turned on me. “
“My name is Dudley—Giles Dudley.” i
“Where is Wilton?”
“Dead.” {
“Dead? Did you kill him?” The
half-kindly look disappeared from her |
eyes and the hard lines settled into |
an expression of malevolent repulsive-

“He was my best friend,” I said sad- |

events of the tragedy I had witnessed. |

The old woman listened closely, and
with aardly the movement of a muscle, |
to the tale I told.

“And you think he left his job to
you?” she said with a sneer.

“] have taken it up as well as I|
can. To be frank with you, Mrs. Bor- |
ton, I know nothing about his job.

| I'm gcing along on blind chance, and

trying to keep a whole skin.”
The old woman looked at me in

| amazexient.

in order to partially carry out the dis- |

sbe and to more successfully carry out
e task his friend had imposed on him
while living. And thus Wilton dies with-

out ever explaining to Dudley the puz- |

siing work he was to perform in San

Francisco. Dudley describes a man with |

the face of a wolf as the murderer of his
friend.

| has done itself.

CHAPTER V.—In order to discover the !
secret mission his friend had entrusted to !

“him, Dudley
rmits himself to be known as Henry

continues his disguise and |

ilton. He is puzzled over the note he |
had received asking him to call at the |

bank for money. He is called before
Doddridge Knapp, the King of Pine
street, the man who looks like a wolf.
Dudley, mistaken for Wilton, is employed
gy Knapp to assist in a stock brokerage

eal. i
CHAPTER VI.—“Dicky"” takes the sup-

ed Wilton to Mother Borton’s. Mother
rton discovers that he is not Wiiton,
and tells him so in confidence. A mys-
terious man asks about “‘the boy.” A re-
ply that Dudley makes causes the man
to rave. T‘leenlighls are turned out and a

N .

CHAPTER VII.
Mother Borton.

| terly.

The noise of the struggle below con-

tinued. Yells and curses rose from
the maddened men. Three shots were
fired in quick succession, and a cry of
“Oh, my Lord!” penetrated

through '

the closed door with the sound of one’

sorely hurt.

I dingered for a little. listening to}

the tumult. I was in a strange and
dangerous position. Enemies were be-
hind me. There were friends, too,
but I knew no. way to tell one from

the other, and my fgnorance had near-

ly brought me to my deatk. I hesi-
tated to move, but I could not remain
in the open hall; and as the sounds of
disturbance from below subsided. I
felt my way along the wall and moved
cautiously forward.

1 had progressed perhaps
sleps when a door, against which my

twenty

hand pressed, yielded at the touch and |

. swung slowly open. 1 strove to stop
it, for the first opening showed a dim
light within. But the panel gave no
held for my fingers, and my efforts
to close the door onl!y swung it open
the faster. I drew back a little into
the shadow, for 1 hesitated to dash
past the sight of any who might oc-
cupy the room.

“Come in!” called a harsh voice.

] hesitated. Behind, the road led
to the eating-room with its known
dangers. A dash along the hall for
the front door meant the raising of
an alarm, and probably a bullet as a
discourager of burglary. Should I es-
cape this, 1 could be certain of a warm
reception from the enemies om watch
outside. Prudence lay in facing the
gne rather than risking the many. I
accepted the invitation and walked
into the room.

“] was expecting you.” said the

barsh voice composedly. “Good even-

“Good evening,” I returned gravely,

swallowing my amazement as best I

could.

By the table before me sat Mother
Borton, contemplating me as calmly
.as though this meeting were the most
commonplace thing in the world. A
candle furnished a dim, flickering
light that gave to her hard wicked
countenance a diabolic leer that struck
a chill to my blood.

“Excuse me,” 1 said, “I have lost
my way, 1 fear.”

“Not at all,” said Mother Borton.
“You are in the right place.”

“l was afraid I had intruded,” I said
apologetically.

“lI expected you,”
“Shut the deor.”

I glanced about the room. There
was no sign of another person to be
seen, and no other door. 1 obeyed
her.

“You might as well sit down,” she
said with some petulance. “There’s
nothing up here to hurt you.” There
was s0 much meaning in her tone of
the things that would hurt me on
the floor below that 1 hastened to
show my confidence in her, and drew
up a chair to the table.

she repeated.

| face 3zoftened, and became almost

“At your service,” I said, leaning |

before her with as much an appear-
ance of jauniy self-possession as 1
<could muster.
. “Who are you, and what are you
i doing here?” she asked grimly.

ity g

“Poor boy!” she exclaimed half- |
pityingly, half-admiringly. “You put |
your hands to a job you know nothing |
about, when Henry Wilton couldn’t |
carry it with all his wits about him.” |

“I didn’t do it,” said I sullenly. *“It |
Everybody insists |
that I'm Wilton. If I'm to have my
throat slit for him I might as well |
try to do his work. I wish to Heaven |
I knew what it was, though.” |

Mother Borton leaned her head on |
her hand, and gazed on me thought-
fully for a full minute.

“Young man,” said she impressive-
ly, “take my advice, There’s a train |
for the East in the mornin'. Just gitL
on board, and never you stop short of |
Chicago.” |

“I'm not running away,” said I bit-|
“I've got a score to settle with

| stand. What is this dreadful mystery?
| know where he is? Who is behind me

| sionately, almost frantically. This was |
i the first time I had had chance to de-

| but I don’t know.”

You owe me one, now. Where would
you have been to-night it I hadn’t
had the light doused on ye?" °

“Oh, that was your doing, was it?
I thought my time had come.”

“Oh, 1 was sure you'd know what to
do. It was your best chance.”

“Then will you help me now?”

The. old crone considered, and her
face grew sharp and cunning in its
look.

“What can I do?”

“Tell me, in God's name, where I

Who is this boy? Why is he hidden
and why do these people want to

and who threatens me with death?”
I burst out with these guestion pas-

mand them of another human being.
Mother Borton gave me a leer.
“lI wish I could tell you, my dear.;
“You mean you dare not tell me,"‘
I said boldly. “You ve done me a |

| great service, but if I ‘am to save my- }

self from the dangers that surround |

| me I must know more. Can’t you see |
| that?”

“Yes,” she nodded. “You're in a{‘
hard row; of stumps, young man.”

“And you can help me.” |

“Well, I will,” she said, suddenly
softening again. “I took a shine to
you when you came in, an’ I says to
myself, ‘I'll save that young fellow,’ |
an’ 1 done it. And I'll do more. Mr. |
Wilton was. a fine gentleman, an’ I'd
do something, if I could, to get even |
with those murderin’ gutter-pickers |
that laid him out on a slab.”

She hesitated and looked around
at the shadows thrown by the flick- |
ering candle.

“Well?” 1 said impatiently.
is the boy, and where is he?”

“Never you mind that young, fel- |
low. Let me tell you what I know.
Then maybe we’'ll have time to go |
into things I don’t know.”

It was of no use to urge her, I
bowed my assent to her terms.

“I'll name no names,” she said. |
“My throat can be cut as quick as
yours, and maybe quicker.”

“The ones that has the boy means
all right. They're rich. The ones as
is looking for the boy is all wrong.
They’ll be rich if they gits him.”

“How ?”

“Why, I don’'t know,” said Mother
Borton. “I'm tellin’ you what Henry |
Wilton told me.”

This was maddening. I began to
suspect that she knew nothing after
all.
~ “Do you know where he is?” I asked,

“Who |

| taking the questioning into my own

hands.
“No"’—sullenly.
“Who is protecting him?”
“I don’t know.”
“Who is trying to get him?” .
“Its that snake-eyed Tom Terrill
that’s leading the hunt, along with

’ Darby Meeker; but they ain’t doing it
| for themselves.”

“Is Doddridge Knapp behind them?”
The old woman looked at me sud-

| denly in wild-eyed alarm.

| some other peint.

“S-s-h!” she “Don’t
name no names.”

“And is this all you know?” I asked
in disappeintment.

Mother Borton tried to remember

whispered.

“lI don't see how it's going to keep

| a knife from between my ribs,” I com-
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the man who killed Henry Wilton, |
When that score is settled, I'll go to |
Chicago or anywhere else. Until that's |
done, I stay where I can settle it.” !

Mother Borton caught up the candle |
and moved it back and forth before |
my face. In her eyes there was a|
gleam of savage pleasure. i

“By God, he's in earnest!” she said!
to herself, with a strange laugh. “Tell |
me agailn of the man you saw in the
alley.”

I described Doddridge Knapp.

“And you are going to get even with
him? she said with a chuckle tha*
had no mirth in it.

“Yes,” said 1 shortly.

“Why, if you should touch him the
people of the city would tear you tol
pieces.”

“] shall not touch him. I'm no as-
sassin!” I exclaimed indignantly. “The !
law shall take him, and I'll see him |
hanged as high as Haman.” ;

Mother Borton gave a low, gurgling !
laugh.

“The law!

oh, my liver—the law!
How young you are, my boy! Oh, ho, |
oh ho!” And again she absorbed her |
mirthless laugh, and gave me an evil |
grin. Then she became grave again, |
and laid a claw on my sleeve. “Take |
my advice now, and git on the tram.“!

“Not I!” 1 returned stoutly.

“I'm doing it for your own good,” |
she said, with as near an approach to;
a ccaxing tone as she could command. |

1t was long since she had used he:‘!

voice for such a purpose and it grated. |
“For my sake I'd like to see you go |
on and wipe out the whole raft of
'em. But I know what'li happen to
ye, honey. I've took a fancy to ye.
I don't know why. But there’'s a look
on your face that carries me back for
forty years, and—don’t try it, dearie.”

There were actually tears in the
creature's eyes, and her hard, wicked

tender and womanly.

“I can’'t give up,” I said. “The work
is put on me. But can’t you help me?
1 believe you want to. I trust you.
Tell me what to do—where I stand.
I'm all in the dark, but I must do my
work.”

It was the best appeal I could have
made.

“You're right,” she said. “I'm an
qld fool, and you've got the real sand.

| she knew no more.

| home, I reckon, but I'll bet the saloon

| plained.

“You keep out of the way of Tom
Terrill and his hounds, and you’ll be
all right, I reckon.”

“Am 1 supposed to be the head |
man in this business?”

“Yes.”

“Who are my men?”

“There’s Wilson andé Fitzhugh and
Porter and Brown,” and she named |
ten or a dozen more.

“And what is Dicky?”

“It’'s a smart man as can put his
finger on Dicky Nahl,” said Mother |
Borton spitefully.

“Nahl is his name?”

“Yes. And I've se=n him hobnob
with Henry Wilton, and I've seen him
thick as thieves with Tom Terrill, and
which he’s thickest with the devil
himself couldn’t tell. I call him Slip- |
pery Dicky.”

“Why did he bring me here to- |
night?”

“l hearn there's orders come to |
change the place—the boy’s place, vou |
know. You was to tell 'em where the
new one was to be, I reckon, but Tom
Terrill spoiled things. He's lightning, |
is Tom Terrill. But I guess he got
it all out of Dicky, though where
Dicky got it the Lord only knows.”

This was all that was to be had!
from Mother Borton. Either she |
knew no more, or she was sharp |
enough to hide a knowledge that
might be dangerous, even fatal, to re- |
veal. She was willing to serve me,
and I was forced to let it pass that |

“Well, I'd better be going then,”
said T at last. “It's nearly 4 o'clock,
and everything seems to be quiet here- |
abouts. I'll ind my way to my room.”

“You'll do no such thing,” said
Mother Borton. “They’ve not given up
the chase yet. Your men have gone

that you'd have a surprise befora you
got to the corner.”

“Not a pleasant prospect,” said I
grimly.

“No. You must stay here. The
room next to this one is just the thing
for you. See?”

She drew me into the adjoining
rdom, shading the candle as we passed
through the ha.l that no gleam might
f where it would attract attention.

“You'll be safe here,” she said.
“Now do as I say. Go to sleep and git

me rest. You ain't had much, I

ess, since you got to San Fran- .

| and ceiling,

| mence with the second

| reading as

| less

| officer of the port, whose  call

i

~ The room was cheerless, but in the ||
circumstances the advice &ppeared

good. I was probably safer here than
in the street, and I needed the rest.
“Good night,” said my strange pro-
tectress. “You mneedn’t git up till
you git ready. This is a beautiful
room—beautiful. I call it our bridal
chamber, though we don't get no
brides down here. There won’t be no
sun to bother your eyes in the morn-
in’, for that window don’'t open up
outside. So there can’t nobody git
in unless he comes from inside the
house.

out the candle.
dearie.”

Mother Borton closed the door be-

Now good night,

hind her, and left me to the shadows. |

There was nothing to be gained by
sitting up, and the candle was past its
final inch.

and rest my tired limbs, that I might
refresh myself for the demands of the
day.

There, git to bed. Look out |
you don’t set fire to nothing. And put '

|

I felt that I could not |
| sleep, but I would lie down on the bed

I kicked off my boots, put my |

revolver under my hand and lay down. |
Heedless of Mother Borton’s warn- |
ing I left the candle to burn to the |

socket,
shadows chase each other over walls

sleep.

{To be euntinued.)
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| Try a Corn Shock Covering with Dirt

Banked on Outside.

Select a rise in the ground at some

| convenient place and mark out a|

circle that will hold about so many

| heads of cabbage, according to the |

Sectional View of Buried Cabbage.

number you want to put in. Place
a row around the outer edge of the
circle with roots pointing toward the
center.
another row inside this.

After the bottom layer is complete,
explains the Farm ‘and Home, com-
layer, as
shown im cut, placing one head be-

: tween or directly over the first with

a slight drawing in toward the center.
Place the roots toward the center as

before, and keep on until you form a |

dome.
Now get good corn fodder and place

| it around the dome of cabbage as

shown, tying it at the top the same

! as a shock of corn, then cover with

earth to the top. Commence a little

| below the top and at one side to take

out your cabbage.

OHIO CHINAMEN

Cable Prince Chun to Execute Yuan
Shai Kai as Poisoner of Emperor.
Columbus, O., Nov. 2 .—Chan Mon

Chon and Chan Lee Fong of Colum-

bus and Chan Kong Yue of Cleve-

land, signing themselves as repre-
sentatives of Chinese subjects in

Ohio, sent a cablegram fo United

States Minister Rockhill at Peking

follows: “Please convey

finally dropping off to

Cover the roots and place

and watched the flickering |

People’s State Bank

CAPITAL, $100,000

This bank began business less

Just in the
steady growth fre
depositors, and in the
enroll new names every
are co, ¥ial

beginning “of the
ion. Notwithstanding the hard
he sturt,
volume
veek. We want
M. ted to open an account with us.

than three years ago,
financial  depres- -
times there has been
in the number of oar
of ‘our business. We
yours. You
Per-

sonal attew.uva to all business.
J. M. HCLGKIN. Cashier.
L. B. GOCKRELL, Vice President.

-

J. L. BROWA President.

SIMPLY DELICIOUS

| BURYING CABBAGE FOR WINTER. |

|
1

to Prince Chun that Yuan Shai Kai |

poisoned Emperor Kwangsu: aroused
extreme hatred people; beg prince
execute him immediately in the
name of justice and civilization.”
They said the message was scnt to
the United States minister because
they feared that in the red tape of
the Chinese government the cable

f
|
'
|
[
|
{
|
|
;
!
|

never would reach its destinztion un- |

forwarded
channels.

through diplomatic

Guilbert Visits Taft.
Hot Springs, Va.,, Nov. 2°'—Ohio
political affairs were discussed be-

| tween President-elect Taft and W. B.
| Guilbert, auditor for tnat state. Judge
| Taft was also visted by Lieutenant

F. J. H. Kracke of Brooklyn, -naval
was
purely social. An extended golf game

with his brother, Henry W. Taft, and |

General Edwards, and several hours,
in the saddle, bronght the president-

| elect home at dark in possessicn of

a good healthy tired feeling.

Daly’s Jurisdiction Extsnded,

Chicago, Nov. 2 —President W.H.
Newman of the New York Central
lines has announc2d that, beginning
today, the jurisdiction of Vice Presi-
dent Charles F. Daly will be extend-
ed over the entire traffic depa-tment
hoth east and west of Buffalo. . This,
according to President Newman’s an-
nouncement, places Mr. Daly irn
charge not only cf freizkht acd pas-
senger trafe, but of mail and ex-
press as well.

SO THEY ALL SAY

—but want YOU
to come also—then you
will say it, too. Noth-
ing so invigorating and

we

warming these frosty
mornings as a steam-
ing hot Tomato, Hot
Chocolate or Hot Cof-

fee at our fountain,

Martin - Cook Drug
Company.

Rawlin's Store

wants to sell you your

Lard Cans,
Meat Grinders,
Butcher Knives.

Also your

Husking Gloves.

Come to see me.
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HASAN

AS AND .
ASOLINE Enqmes

|
|
!
!
|

l

SIMPLE! RELIABLE!
ECONOMICAL !

Sold Under a Positive Guarantee
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES. »

HAGAN GAS ENGINE & MFG. ﬁ

INCORPORATED,
'

WINCHESTER, KY.

“““-““”
—FOR—
$ Fresh & Cured Meats
BOTH PHONES OPERA HOUSE BLOCK '
“ss“-“sm

§ GILBERT & BOTTOD ¢
Fish, Vegetables, Country Produce ’

1885—1908. A

THE BEST INSURANCE IS THE CHEAPEST

|

!
|
|
|

{
}

|

|
l

|
|

| F you are not Insured
F Ind our office at once.
WRite or phone for rates and terms.

lﬂElme insuring, see us. WE ARE THE BEST,

JOUETT'S INSURANCE AGENCY,
Simpson Buiiding.  Both Phones 71.

< v ——

—CALL ON—-

T. C. RAWLINS. NELSON,The Transfer Man

Capital, . . . .
Undivided Profits,

$100,000
$160,000

Wint;he§jer;_ﬂank

WINCHESTER, KY,

N. H. WITHERSPOON,

PRESIDENT.

W. R. SPHAR,

CASHIER.

SOLICITS YOUR
ACCOUNTS.

D. B. HAMPTON, Pres. B. F. CURTIS, Cashier |

—_— T E—

dark Comnty Mational Bank.

MRIN STREET,
dinehester, ~ =~ Kentuek)

Capital, $200.000
Surpilue,$100,000.
Undivided Profite, 838,000

~&Organised 1585, hefug the oldest Bans iv
taecity

(‘olleections made on all poi-its. and vour ac
ounte <ol jeited \

Fujiyama Mcdernized.

The beautiful mountain peak of Fu-
jiyama, which is regarded by the' Jap-
anese as jittle short of sacred, is to
be modernized by electricity. For the
benefit of tourists the mountain top
and the trail to it will be illuminated
by electric lights. Hotels and refresh-
ments houses, will be erected on the
mountain slo; as well as telephone
and stations.
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by day or night, if you want
your baggage transferred.

OFFICE—Home Phone 94; Night Phone 339,

—_——

Conkwright Transfer and lce Co.

Grating, Hancling and Hauling Fur-
Niture, Piancs, Etc, a Specialty.
NO. 19 North Main Streec Both Phones

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
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— -
i

JOUETT .. JOUETT—
\licrneys At Law.
Winchester, Ky.

J. M. STE/CISON—

Attorney At Law.
60 S. Main S.. Winchester,Ky.

BECKNER & BECKNER—
Attorneys At Law.
Winehester. Ky.

PENDLETON, EUSH & BUSH—
Attorneys At Law
60 S. Main St.,

DR. W. C. WORTAINRETON--

Office hours, 10 to 12 a. m.; 2 to 3
p. m. and 7 to 8 p. m.

New ’phone 432, Residence 633.

“1 N. main St.,

When the Fish Refuse to Bite.
Sydney Smith's idea that every fine
day is lost on which the Englishman
does -not kill something is still over-
true, so that the off-day in the High-
lands is often a misery of inaction

trout, whereas it ought to be a day
which it is possible for the

body to do nothing, and do it well
and for the active mind to be idle wit
out remorse.—Illustrated Sporting a
Dramatic News.

Winches ¢, Ky '

Winchester, “y.

,only because of the perversity of baby-




